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First Problem 
15. My grandfather had a heart condition. Which is to say died from one. From a 
heart attack. Like your heart attacks you. But it’s the blood, really. If anything. Attacking. 
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Second Problem 


Attacking the heart, heart attacking the body, the body attacking ... Didn’t have 
them, yet; defibrillators ... Grandfather cause I don’t remember him. Not grandpa. Grampa. 
Cause of the heart condition. Attack. Blood attack. Or fat-in-the-blood attack, really. 
Building; slowly, slowly. Like, what is it? Tai Chi? If it was just a condition, he’d be 


Grampa ... Have been. Maybe ... 15. 75. 135. 195 ... Must be 30. Zappo. 


Third Problem 

Maybe fishing? So the ads’d have it, anyway. The line lashing taut, snapping spray 
into sun-dazzle. Must be rai-ain drops. Sweeping strings, soft-focus. His hand falls, calm 
and gray and weathered upon my callow shoulder. Easy does it, boy; nice and slow, now. 
Ripples lapping against the wood of the boat. Gently, gently. Like a cradle. A quiet place 
just made for sharing together. And the reel does its work, notch by notch (a life-like story, 
step by step, image after image (as sight is, too, really; no path placid, traced continuous, 


but eye jerking point to point (plane to plane)). 


Against the memory, instead — the fish all electric and slime and gasping frantic in 
the boat-bottom, and catapulting myself to stern, crouching terrified. The hook. And Dad 
roaring with laughter. Probably a bit drunk, now I think of it. But pressed his shoe carefully 
down upon the fish’s heave, its eyes wide and stark and melting. /t must be rai-ain drops. 
Calling me over; step by step — smiling, but firm. A boy should know how to kill. Said it 
quietly, flicked his cigarette into the water — tssssss, butt bobbing orange. The air still, 
seeping menace. Then drew the fillet knife from the sheath on his belt. Calf-skin. Held it 


out, expectant. Staring. Cameraland is all around you. 


Fourth Problem 


. Until the latest of our world conflicts, the United 


States had no armaments industry. American makers of plowshares 
could, with time and as required, make swords as well. But now we 


can no longer risk emergency improvisation of national defense; 


we have been compelled to create a permanent armaments industry 
of vast proportions. Added to this, three and a half million men 
and women are directly engaged in the defense establishment. We 
annually spend on military security more than the net income of 
all United States corporations. 


This conjunction of an immense military establishment anda 


large arms industry is new in the American experience. The total 


influence — economic, political, even spiritual - is felt in 


every city, every Statehouse, every office of the Federal 
government. We recognize the imperative need for this 


development. Yet we must not fail to comprehend its grave 


implications. Our toil, resources and livelihood are all 


involved; so is the very structure of our society ... 


Fifth Problem 

75. Cobb dead yesterday. 74, the radio said: On August 8”, 1905, his mother, 
Amanda, shot and killed her husband, William, Cobb’s father. William Cobb, a state 
senator, had been vehemently opposed to Cobb’s pursuit of baseball. He never saw his son 
play. 

Well, must’ve, I mean, but ... but he was snooping around her window in the dark 
when she shot him, wasn't he? What the radio didn't say, but read it somewhere ... where? 
He’d told her he was going away for a while, then snuck back to prove she was a ... well, 
what Mum called Aunt Nellie, wasn’t it? A day late coming back from Boston. Dad 
placating, palms outstretched, pressing down. The car broke down, Kate. Be reasonable. 
It’s lucky she lives there, really; saved the cost of a ... What Beth would say if she knew 
... means nothing, though. No store, at least, that’s lessened as it’s paid out. Is love. No 
quantity. But grows, instead, in the spending, maybe? One would hope, but ... A habit of 


... But she’ll never know, anyway. 75. 


Sixth Problem 

Inequality of it, though. Inequity. Iniquity. Of the blow and damage consequent. 
Like envy, maybe — insufficiency of the image, the imagination. From the Latin ... Like 
Castro. Sometimes a cigar’s just ... Un-faith-ful ... Like my kicks in Charlie’s stomach, 
half-hearted, really, compared to what he must’ve felt, fat negro-like lips bubbled with 


blood and teeth stained pink. Eyes wide and white. So many raindrops. And all of us 


yelling, like: Nigger-lips! Nigger-lips! Look at that ———— nose, Charlie! Every nigger’s 
a thief, Charlie! Where’s the money, huh? Where’s the ————— money? Etc. Etc. The 
echoes angry against cold metal lockers. Wonder if it was him, anyway, that time ... 
probably, I mean; who else? Glad he never ... But my kicks half-hearted, anyway. The 
malice felt only faintly. Insufficient to the result ... 

To the damage, I mean. How it must’ve bloomed inside of him like a wounding and 
intolerable hate, and the panic something crushing, almost. Jerking through heart and 
breath and ... 

Pressing down, as Dad was, later that night. Jt meant nothing, Sweetheart. Nothing, 
he said emphatically, and I hid in the dark of the stairwell. And he wasn’t lying. Well, was, 
really; but not ... not so he’d know it. Nothing subtracted by it, anyway. But betraying, 
still, that there wasn’t so much to be subtracted from, either? I mean just knowing what 
would happen if ... Lack of imagination, or empathy, more honestly. Mine, if not his. Who 
knows what he knew or didn't. Glad he's ... But putting myself, at least, my own moment 
ahead of her. Or, at least, her hypothetically, to be fairer about it. My own joy — and it is 
joy, a resounding physical pleasure, a fullness of body, of breath, and Marty so ... just the 
relief of it, release of (sneezing loins, wasn’t it, Lawrence says?) — against her earth- 
quaking sense of betrayal afterward, abandonment. J don’t know where she’s go-o-o-ne. 
Hypothetically. 

And she’ll never know ... 

She must know ... 

What kind of God, though, huh? That wrong doesn’t feel like it? What design? Like 


our bodies don’t fit with ... or falling so far behind our would-be selves. How many years? 


2,000? 50,000? The too-slow mutation of DNA against the coursing of the .... of our 
idealism, maybe? Our destiny and hope? One can hope. But two, together ... But the 
distance always growing, too ... [don’t know where she’s gone. 

Cobb did, though, didn’t he? Beat up that ... what’s his name, that groundskeeper? 
Choked the wife, as well, for good measure; if not the rest of it ... Not good, though; no 
way, no how ... Didn’t talk about that in the eulogies. Just a chuckling controversial, 
combative ... Sharpened spikes like a sepia-toned reminder of the good old, tough old times 
— not vicious, not hostile, not calloused and unkind, just difficult. 

Bungie, that’s it! Nigger name if ever I ... no, stop that ... isn’t right. I’m sure he 
didn’t choose it, anyway ... 

What a life, though! What a place to be! To exert the body, test your will. So 
honestly, trivially. A simple crucible. It's simplicity the truth of it, the justice. The ball- 
field pinstriped like ... can almost see it — the mower’s line ruler-edged. Abstraction 
almost. Almost myth. The curvature of the stands pointing distance. Pulling all down into 
it. Encompassing the sky (Gagarin. Even light travels, material — coming from, going to. 
To eye.) Burning stars. 

Or filaments, I guess, actually. Wouldn't be able to see the stars. The nap of the 
grass, though. That's the word. Like velvet. Back and forth and ... Should bring the boys 
again, if they’re interested. And the smell. Of the cut, of the spilled beer and popcorn grease 
and ... Light away, dark towards. 


Must be 90 ... 


A season’s a season, says Maris. Though they’re not. The same, I mean. 162 isn’t 
154. So a season’s not a season, not really (x # x). Unequal to. None last night, anyway. 


Mantle with 33, now. Just 2 back ... 90. 


Seventh Problem 


The Metropolitan Museum of Art announced yesterday that, as a result of recently 
completed studies, its three "Etruscan" terracotta statues must be considered of doubtful 
authenticity. For some years there have been conflicting claims about these statues on 
stylistic grounds. Recently the staff of the Museum began a series of modern scientific and 
technical analyses. These developed convincing proof that these famous statues were not 


made in ancient times. 


Eighth Problem 


But can’t help but feel that he’s a fraud. Copy of the truer thing. An actor playing 
the part — glossy magazine photo of the President. Ladies and Gentlemen: The TV 
Commander in Chief! and the crowd goes wild. And that smile — like he’s just too surface 
to be interpersonally present ... or projecting too much awareness of his own performance, 
his audience as audience, of the fact that he’s performing. And the makeup that turned the 
debates, of all things, like a sign of something changed in the nation — not feminine, gaudy; 
but yet looked unlike a man, somehow. More ... or less, perhaps. More makeup than man, 
maybe ... though that’s overstating it ... A life-like story, so wonderful to see. Unlike, in 
any event ... But that, watching him, there’s an undefinable disengagement, an uncanny 


sheen pressing in at the edge of my attention. Makes it harder to hear, to think and respond. 


When compared to Ike, the fullness of him, of the truly American man — economic, 
political, even spiritual — and I don’t think we have yet measured the true depth of the 
difference. And of our ultimate loss. Of our probity, our earnestness and simple presence. 
Our honesty, good nature ... 

Like that ———— fridge just lurking, sullen against the wall. And Beth bugging 


me to go to Sears, arrange for someone to repair it; but the look in Jimmy Adams’ shyster 


eyes if I do. All apologetic, no doubt; I mean the piece of ———— garbage 
is only two mother ———— years old, you 
—-sucker; but I can just imagine, I can ———— see him laughing inside, splitting his 
god-damned Irish gut. Cause he Anows! Knows he conned me, the chiseling ————;; and, 


now, he’ll always have it in reserve. Just any hint of a smile, and then I’m the rube forever, 
stuck in the greasy ———— sludge of his jolly celtic, white-trash contempt; and so carrying 
that around, then. Only faintly, of course; only faintly, and the source of it mostly forgotten, 
but still reverberating through my life. A hint of self-doubt permeating, that wouldn’t be 
there, if not for ... 

Could just buy a new one, instead. Shouldn’t I? “No, no. It’s been fine! Working 
fine, fine! A top-of-the-line piece of honest-to-God American engineering, Jim! Can’t say 
enough about it! So happy with it we just thought it might be time for an upgrade!” Put 
him right in his ————- place, wouldn’t it? 


What a waste. 


Ninth Problem 

135 next. She must know, right? By the distance. Both of us always not there, never 
together. How could she not? And if not the specifics, then the ... well, I mean, she's living 
it too, right? 

Our sham of a marriage. Image of it for others to see. For her family, the neighbors, 
for the boys. Like trying to live flat as a gloss page in a magazine. But the boys see it rip — 
tensed, made coiled and compressed by the undercurrent of discontent. The misplaced 
affection showered upon them so ... so vengefully. And the spankings don't help, I'm sure; 
but what else ... 

No, not just the election. Obviously. That’s not the source of it. The election just 
the sign. The TV, maybe? The newspapers and radio? 

All consenting, dissatisfied, to live in a place so much smaller than ... the tawdry 
stories we tell ourselves. An exciting place that's worth bringing home in all its wonder — 
wherever you go, whatever you do. To live in the lie. Like the house is a lie, the brick 
forward facing, cheap vinyl on the sides and back. Our furniture and cars — need to ask if 
she's had the oil changed, last thing we need is ... But to have been conned by the ad men, 
spin-doctors, the profiteers, bootleggers and hucksters, the makeup artists. To have lost 
this, what could have been our promised land, our America ... for an image of steak. For a 
catchy ———— song about family. 

Cause you want to believe it, want it so bad. I mean, it looks just perfect on the 
television, doesn't it? Just grabs you and won't let go. Always wanting. But how would it 


really taste? Would it have any? Does it smell? Is it meat? Cow meat? Or a painted 


sculpture, glossy with lacquer, gleaming? Is that a home that we live in? Is it family that 


we're acting out, together? Is it love? 


The Land of Liberty. Like a cartoon. Layered like an onion; lies all the way, turtles 


all the way down. 


Tenth Problem 


Mob Beats Freedom Riders 


(Continued From Page 1) 


“Kill the nigger-loving ———— 


,” several women screamed 


when the Appleton, Wis., youth 
stepped from the bus. 
Several bearded youths 


immediately pounced on Zwerg. He 
was knocked to the pavement with a 
rain of blows to the face and 
shoulders. 

Another group of whites pressed in 
after Zwerg had fallen and pushed 
and stomped him. 

“Get them, get them,” the 
frenzied women hissed as_ the 
violence mounted. 

The Kennedy aide who was beaten 
was John Seigenthaler, 32, an 
administrative assistant to Attorney 
General Robert F. Kennedy. He was 


here for discussions with Gov. John 


Patterson about protecting the 
Freedom Riders. 

He was’ knocked unconscious 
when he spotted a mob chasing a 
white girl and tried to get her into his 
car for protection. One of the whites 
struck him from behind. 

The actual violence was carried out 
by only 25 or 30 of the estimated 300 
persons that gathered at the bus 
terminal for the Freedom Riders’ 
arrival. The Freedom Riders, starting 
from Nashville, Tenn., arrived in 
Montgomery after failing to succeed in 
attempting to integrate facilities at a 
Birmingham bus station. 

The Freedom Riders are a group 
of private citizens - both white and 
Negroes - dedicated to the cause of 
travel racial 


breaking down 


segregation measures in the Deep 


South at bus stations and terminals 

and in the vehicles themselves. 
Additional hundreds poured into 

the area when the violence erupted 


and the crowd swelled to an estimated 


Some of the Negro Freedom Riders 
escaped into the crowd, but others 
were caught by the mob when they 
attempted to make their way to the 
Negro First Baptist Church at which 


1,000 to 2,000 persons. the Rev. Ralph Abernathy, an 


integration leader, officiates. 


Eleventh Problem 


So different with Marty. Fewer words, less pressure. Less expectation laid on top 
of ... Nice to be out of New Haven, too. Though even with her, is that love? Or is it just 
love until we learn better? And the sex even, even there, acting it out, at the beginning, at 
least, still so unpresent to ... 

But her skin so ... so ... and made warm almost, by the freckles, to touch. My hands 
thick and meaty and the tight muscles stitching her shoulder blades to spine under the 
brassiere's clasp — and the way she tilts her head, just so, hair blooming down onto the 
shoulder, the tip of her tongue just barely emerging as she reaches her hands behind to 
unfasten it — eyes distant and gray, unseeing. 

And I place my hand around her throat, finger and thumb, tensed in opposition, 
snug to the curve of her jaw under ear lobe, tilting her head up, her face, her mouth up into 
mine. 

Until my tongue, like I'd never dare with Beth, searching in between labia, up across 
the ... and the taste ... the wet of it, the taste like ... like nursing into life, the liquid form 
of, it must be rai-ain drops, and shiver of it radiating across the surface my skin, so close 


to disappearing, almost, into the effort of it, the fullness, the gristle. 
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And so close ... not to her, not really (except by touch) but to all of this, this body, 
in the mounting leg cramps I shift to alleviate, the pain in my knees, the ache at the base of 
my tongue, tiredness of the jaw, but her repressed moans, like complaint almost, like pain 
calling me down, down into body, desire, into sex. 

But a presence so close to violence, too, so near to only meat and bone and her 
nipples taut and resistant to pinching fingers, barely restrained teeth and both of us laughing 
out loud; but I want to break her open. 

And how can that be love? 

But must be. The meat of it, at least. The hateful core. Of ‘love’. And even before 
we could begin to know. In the wet willies and towel snaps, nut punches and wedgies — 
Tom and Big Al bouncing me up and down on my tearing underwear at 10, and the 
humiliation, the deep-set shame ... like a child's play of rape, like it would've been if they'd 
only known better ... and the joviality of Principal Franklin's reaction afterwards, the 
twinkling eyes and barely repressed laughter as he doled out two days detention. 

But not ever spoken of, not in the ads, the papers, in our art or poems. Not in the 
culture. Something only ever lived and left forever ... All this animus caught up in our 
bodies, churning violently under mind until it bursts out, grabbing hold of our intention in 
a shocking display. Focused into rare and bestial, sometimes beautiful moments; but it's 


everywhere, really, just waiting. 


11 


Twelfth Problem 


In a boy’s birthday cake, lit, somewhere in memory. The boiled icing drooling 
down the layered sides and I could taste it already. 12 candles and off-key singing and the 
whole day's worth of anticipation swelling inside me. 

In the Buck Rogers toy gun I wouldn't put down. Shaped lethal as a Luger and the 
‘pop' it made upon pulling the trigger. Went missing a couple hours later and I never saw 


it again. I wonder which of them took it. 180. 


Thirteenth Problem 


In the meathouse. 
Step by step. 
Switches.! 

Set disk speed drum.” 
Set trail.? 

Check CIA.4 

Open bomb bay doors.> 


Level up stabilizer.° 


1 On the night of 9-10 March, 1945 ("Operation Meetinghouse"), 334 B-29s took off to raid with 279 of 
them dropping 1,665 tons of bombs on Tokyo. 

2 The bombs were mostly the 500-pound (230 kg) E-46 cluster bomb which released 38 napalm-carrying 
M-69 incendiary bomblets at an altitude of 2,000-2,500 ft (610-760 m). 

3. The M-69s punched through thin roofing material or landed on the ground, in either case they ignited 3— 
5 seconds later, throwing out a jet of flaming napalm globs. 

4 It was the first use of napalm in the war. 

5 A lesser number of M-47 incendiaries was also dropped: the M-47 was a 100-pound (45 kg) jelled- 
gasoline and white phosphorus bomb which ignited upon impact. 

6 In the first two hours of the raid, 226 of the attacking aircraft unloaded their bombs to overwhelm the 
city's fire defenses. 
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Turn extreme forward vision in.’ 

Locate target with search knob.® 

Clutch in.? 

Uncage vertical gyro.'° 

Left hand adjusting the rate and displacement knob automatically.'! 
Turn on rate motor. !” 

Level.!3 

Readjust course and rate and displacement knobs.!4 
Check index window. !> 

Set selector lever.'® 

Rack switches.!” 


Auto-release lever. /° 


And the sight does its work.!? 


7 The first B-29s to arrive dropped bombs in a large X pattern centered in Tokyo's densely populated 
working class district near the docks in both Koto and Chuo city wards on the water; later aircraft simply 
aimed near this flaming X. 

8 The individual fires caused by the bombs joined to create a general conflagration, which would have been 
classified as a firestorm but for prevailing winds gusting at 17 to 28 mph (27 to 45 km/h). 

9 A grand total of 282 of the 339 B-29s launched for "Meetinghouse" made it to the target, 27 of which 
were lost due to being shot down by Japanese air defenses, mechanical failure, or being caught in 
updrafts caused by the massive fires. 

10 Damage to Tokyo's heavy industry was slight until firebombing destroyed much of the light industry that 
was used as an integral source for small machine parts and time-intensive processes. 

11 Firebombing also killed or made homeless many workers who had been taking part in war industry. 

12 Over 50% of Tokyo's industry was spread out among residential and commercial neighborhoods; 
firebombing cut the whole city's output in half. 

13 The destruction and damage was especially severe in the eastern areas of the city. 

14 Emperor Hirohito's tour of the destroyed areas of Tokyo in March 1945 was the beginning of his personal 
involvement in the peace process, culminating in Japan's surrender six months later. 

15 The US Strategic Bombing Survey later estimated that nearly 88,000 people died in this one raid, 41,000 
were injured, and over a million residents lost their homes. 

16 The Tokyo Fire Department estimated a higher toll: 97,000 killed and 125,000 wounded. 

17 The Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department established a figure of 83,793 dead and 40,918 wounded and 
286,358 buildings and homes destroyed. 

18 It is regarded as the single most destructive bombing raid in human history. 

19 A life-like story, so wonderful to see. 
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The rush and the pride on impact, the surging joy.”° 


Ok to turn, sir. 


Fourteenth Problem 


What was it the Germans said after Dresden? Better to have a Russian on your belly 


than an American over your head. They didn't see the half of it. 


Fifteenth Problem 


New York Yankees 5, Baltimore Orioles 0 


NY A 3:1 4:0 0 0. 10.52 O.. 8Qh Qi Di 1B. 3B 
BAL A 0 0 0 0 0 0 0. <Q) QO. = 0 6 1 


BATTING 


bs 


ONQODOVOOFRRRRFREFOW 


NODOOFOFFOOOCH 


BB S 


ty 
fe) 


New York Yankees 
Richardson 2b 
Kubek ss 
Maris rf 
Mantle cf 
Berra lf 
Skowron 1b 
Torgeson 1b 
Howard c 
Boyer 3b 
Ford p 
Totals 


Bo PWR WW BW Oo 
MOFRNOHFOFHFONE BZ 
BRrFOrFCOFOrFAO 
NONODOHFEHFOFFHFOCAOO 
NOOONNAWHEENDND 
ONBKROOOOOONDRDBDh p 


Ww 
NO 
fy 


FIELDING - 
DP: 1. Boyer-Richardson-Skowron. 
E: Kubek (15), Mantle (4), Boyer (12). 


BATTING - 

2B: Kubek (25,off Pappas). 

3B: Howard (3,off Hyde). 

HR: Mantle (33,6th inning off Pappas 0 on 0 out); Skowron (19, 6th 
inning off Pappas 0 on 1 out). 

GDP: Richardson (10,off Pappas); Ford (1,off Pappas). 

IBB: Howard (1,by Pappas). 

Team LOB: 6. 


20 Please continue. 
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bs 
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H 


so 
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Baltimore Orioles 
B. Robinson 3b 
Busby cf 
Brandt rf 
Triandos c 
Philley lf 
Hansen ss 
Williams 1b 
Adair 2b 
Pappas p 
Breeding ph 
Hyde p 

Foiles ph 
Totals 


BrFPOrPNA ADA AWWA A WwW 
NoooorrFRrRH OOF ?T:T &B 
OO{20'O. OOO: O1O'O'O OO 
wo 
NCCC COCCOC0CCFOCOF B® 
ORPORFOFREHFENOF OF 
WOrPOFPABR@AWRAFRO 
NOOCONANWOGOOF By 


Ww 
i) 
fy 


FIELDING - 
DP: 2. Pappas-Hansen-Williams, B. Robinson-Adair-Williams. 
E: Hansen (12). 


BATTING - 

2B: Busby (3,off Ford); Adair (12,off Ford). 
GDP: Triandos (7,off Ford). 

Team LOB: 9. 


PITCHING 

New York Yankees IP H R ER BB SO _ HR BFP 
Ford W(17-2) 9 6 0 0 2 9 QO 36 
Baltimore Orioles IP H R ER BB SO_ HR BFP 
Pappas L(6-5) 7 7 5 2 4 4 2 31 
Hyde Z 1 0 0 0 2 0 7 
Totals 9 8 5 2 4 6 2 38 


IBB: Pappas (3,Howard) . 


Umpires: HP - Charlie Berry, 1B - Joe Linsalata, 2B - Frank Umont, 3B - 
Bob Stewart 


Time of Game: 2:18 Attendance: 44332 


Sixteenth Problem 


Though they definitely had it coming. Eichmann trial proves that, if nothing else. 
Obeying orders ... sure, sure; but what ingenuity he showed in doing so. What hell-bound 


genius. A real monster. The calm of him, lack of — so divorced from the enormity of it all 
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Or just another man, maybe ... 

All following orders, after all, aren't we? From the judges to the attorneys to his 
goddamn religious counselor ... The reporters covering the trial. The sensation of it. The 
story. What a ———— catastrophe. 

The experiment requires you to continue. 

And what a farce. As if justice, of all things, were the standard. A country's measure 
of every man. These stories we tell ourselves about who we are. Justice, truth, fidelity, 
altruism, America. As though bravery and right were what we rewarded, what we valued. 
What was it the sergeant said in basic? Questions cost lives, Private. Then quarter-decked 
three days running. 


Must be 240. 


Seventeenth Problem 


No, no profit in it. In putting yourself forward. 

As the flies were, that morning, buzzing their wings against intransigent glass and 
the morning light smoking in dust-swirl; the long green branches of the oak, testament to 
the cold, over-wet of spring-newly-gone, the deep-buried echo of the thunder and leering 
clouds, the rain lashing out again through the gentle heat now, made sap and pliant bough, 
made present, made leaves brushing against the smooth surface of the bay, fsssh, fsssh, 
fsssh, and my head bent down so as not to catch his eye as he slid the long, leather belt out 


of the loops of his corduroys, the sound-wash of friction, /ssssssh. 
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Say it again, Kate. Please, say it again. The words whispered, as they always were, 
just before he lost it, as if watching himself, enjoying the performance and folding the belt 
up against the buckle laid flat across his palm, wrapping fingers around. 

But beating themselves against the surface of it, the air stagnant inside and the mere 
fact of movement out there as inviting as paradise and as free, I imagine, to their dying, 
compound eyes, the somber probe of despairing antennae. 

No, I didn’t mean it, John; not like that, it’s just ... John, no, please ... her breath 
in short, panicky convulsions, hands twisting at the folds of her skirt. 

Slack! 

The white paint of the kitchen table had bubbled up, chipped away from the slick, 
veneered edging, exposing the faux-grain below. My serrated finger nail, torn ragged just 
moments before, caught against paint-skin, then peeled it carefully away, the thin strips of 
her screams scourging the air. 

Until I found myself standing, suddenly, and shaking, standing before him and 


shaking with fear, shouting, No. 


Eighteenth Problem 


No profit in it. 

[Frantic between involuntary sobs]: None of your business, George! Absolutely 
none! ... If you ever, EVER, stand between me and your father again ... I swear to god, 
George, I'll whip you within an inch of ... Never again! Never!! ... Say it! ... Say it, 
George!! Never again! ... Promise me! ... 


None. 
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[Gentle, almost defeated]: C'mere, son. Let me see ... C'mere ... Don't cringe like 
that, there's nothing to be afraid of. No, I’m proud of you, you know? Did you know that, 
Georgie? That I'm proud of you? ... Really, Iam. Did it once myself when I was young ... 
C'mere ... 

Good boy. Now take your hands away, son; let me see it ... C'mon, take 'em away 
... Ouch! O man. Now that's a real welt, right there. Got you good, didn't I? Right across 
the mouth like that. I bet it stings like a ... Really, though, son. I'm proud of what you did 
in there. You stood up like a man, took your blow like a man. 

And I understand you, I do. Like I said, I did the same with my ol' man, once. But 
you don't understand me, yet, son. You see? 

I know what you feel, right now. And I know what you must think of me, too ... But 
you're wrong, son. You're wrong. It's not your fault that you're wrong, though, I know ... 
But there are things though, Georgie, that you just can’t understand until you’re older. 
Ways a wife can never be allowed to speak to her husband, see? Cause when she does she’s 
betraying ... Well, son, she's betraying her marriage, her household, her history and family 
... her country ... her children, even. Words as bad as if she’d ... well, you’ll understand 
when you re older, Georgie ... 

Get your pjs on; get to bed. You go to sleep now, son ... Dream of flying, Georgie; 
dream you're flying. 

I'll see you in the morning. 


270. 
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Nineteenth Problem 


All America Is Cameraland 


Video 

Speed-boat tracks slowly, left to 
right across the frame, water spraying 
out the back, high and white. There 
are 3 passengers: 2 male, 1 female. 
The female passenger is waving 
happily towards the right of the 
screen. 

Cut to rear view of the man at the 
back of the boat, crouching behind 
his Kodak Movie Camera filming 
backwards into the spray. 

Cut to front view — the boat passes, 
left to right, and a water-skier, female, 
in a dark one-piece bathing suit is 


revealed. 


Cut to man and wife, in profile, 
kneeling in front of a station wagon. 
The man is filming with a Kodak 
Movie Camera. 

Cut to 2 children, a boy and a girl, 
both perched upon a single tricycle in 
front of the front door of a house. A 
curving cement pathway, dividing the 
lush lawn, stretches out before them. 

Camera pulls back as the 2 
children ride forward along the path, 


laughing, past their smiling parents. 


Audio 

Swelling orchestral music. 
Narrator (female): For some, 
Cameraland is a far-off lake, where 


the boats go whizzing by. 


Narrator: For others, Cameraland 
is their own front yard, where the kids 


go whizzing by. 
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Video 

Cut to man, head-on, early 30s, 
handsome and smiling, bringing a 
Kodak Movie Camera up to his face. 

Cut to reveal: the man, kneeling in 
profile, is pointing the camera at a 
beautiful woman, supine upon a 
blanket laid down beneath a tall, old 
The lake 


flashing. 


tree. beside shimmers, 


Fade to city-scape, Manhattan, tall 
and sunlit beneath, in foreground, 
the Brooklyn 


Bridge stretching 


diagonally across the frame, high 
center to lower right. 

Cut to the Statue of Liberty, shot 
from low angle, majestic. 

Zoom out to reveal that the statue 
is, in fact, being projected upon a 
Kodak Home Projection Screen. 

Cut to aerial shot of San Francisco, 
panning left to right. A matte, outline 
of a map of the contiguous USA, is 
laid over, and, for the next 4 shots 
inclusive, frames the image. 

Cut to aerial shot of the Golden 
Gate Bridge. 

Cut to uniformed batter, swinging 
at, and hitting, a baseball. Amanina 
ball cap, foreground, right, his back 
to the shot, is filming him. 


Audio 


Audio 
Narrator: Cameraland can be a 
quiet place, just made for sharing 


together. 


Narrator: Or, it can be an exciting 
place, that’s worth bringing home in 


all its wonder. 


Narrator: In fact, Cameraland is all 
around you —- wherever you go, 


whatever you do. 
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Video 

Cut to beautiful young woman, 
stepping into the frame from the right; 
she is laughing and swinging a tennis 
racket. The tennis ball bounces off of 
the rim of the racket and hits her on 
the head. 

Fade to smiling man, 30s, head-on, 
bringing a Kodak Movie Camera up to 
his face (end matte overlay). 

Fade to mother and 2 children, a 
young boy, 8, and girl, 12, sitting in 
an ornate garden. A man, kneeling in 
foreground, left, is filming them. 
There is a macaw perched upon the 
girl’s forearm. 

Cut to close up of boy and girl. 
Zoom in on the macaw. It is playing 
with a fabric brooch pinned to the 
girl’s dress. 

Cut to home projection screen. 
upon the screen, 2 macaws are 
sliding down a metal slide at the park. 

Cut to the same family of 4 sitting 
on the couch, laughing and pointing. 
A Kodak Movie Projector in turning 
upon the coffee table in front of them. 

Cut to display still of 2 Kodak 


Movie Cameras. 


Audio 
Narrator: And it’s full of the fun 
that won’t stand still, the fun that’s 


just made for movies. 


Narrator: Because movies tell a 


story as no other pictures can. 


Narrator: Step by step, a life-like 


story ... 


Narrator: ... that’s so easy to make 


and so wonderful to see. 


Narrator: Right now, your Kodak 
dealer has a world of new movie 
cameras to help you capture all the 


action and color ... 
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Video 

Cut to display still of one Kodak 
Movie Projector. 

Cut to Kodak 1961 Cameraland 


glass display case. 


Zoom out. 


Fade out. 


Audio 
Narrator: ... and new automatic 
movie projectors, too. 

Narrator: Youll find them at photo 
stores featuring this special Kodak 
1961 Cameraland display. 


Look for it. 
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Twentieth Problem 


... wish I'd never ... queasy and turned on all over ... but not even there, really; except it 
was, all of it, everything surrounding, painted cinder block and slatted wood benches, and so much 
realer than ... my god, just so much to hate ... the ice-cold sanity of it all engulfing me ... echoes 
slapping against the lockers ... and looking down ... the blood from his ... and then ... 


300. 


Twenty-First Problem 


You know, when people ask about your name, George, your Father talks about the 
President; but to me — and it was me who named you, really — it always meant St. George, the one 
who killed the dragon, you know? ... the protector. 

Anyway, I found this at the flea market, today, sweetheart. Looks so old, doesn't it? It's a 
coin purse, but also a charm, I think ... Here you go ... See him on the front there with the dragon? 
And if you open it up, on the back? See the ship and the waves? See that, right there? It says IN 
TEMPESTATE SECURITAS; means ‘safety in storms’, the guy said ... I think it was probably a 
sailor's or something. 

The leather worn rough, stitches fraying; the hinged bronze coin that comprised the purse's 
lid was weathered and brown, the thick patina rendering the inscription almost illegible. Still warm 
from her holding it. 

Anyway, I just saw it today, by chance, you know, and it made me think of you, George ... 
my little knight in shining ... 


It is absolutely essential that you continue. 


2 


315. Jesus Christ. 


315. 


Twenty-Second Problem 


wide-gaping 
under 

the armor 
of all 

of this 

this 
moment 


this 
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Twenty-Third Problem 


Public Announcement 


WE WILL PAY YOU $4.00 FOR 
ONE HOUR OF YOUR TIME 


Persons Needed for a Study of Memory 


*We will pay five hundred New Haven men to help us complete a scientific 
study of memory and learning. The study is being done at Yale University. 

*Each person who participates will be paid $4.00 (plus 50c carfare) for 
approximately 1 hour's time. We need you for only one hour: there are no 
further obligations. You may choose the lime you would like to come (evenings, 
weckdays, or weekends). 


*No special training, education, or experience is needed. We want: 


Factory workers Businessmen Construction workers 
City employees Clerks Salespeople 

Laborers Professional people White-collac workers 
Barbers Telephone workers Others 


All persons must be between the ages of 20 and 50. High school and college 
students cannot be used. 

*Lf you mect these qualifications, fil! out the coupon below and mail it 
now to Professor Stanley Milgram, Department of Psychology, Yale University, 
New Haven. You will be notiticd later of the specific time and place of the 
study. We reserve the right to decline any application. 

*You will be paid $4.00 (plus 50c carfarc) as soon as you arrive at the 
laboratory. 


Ee ee ee mee eee eee 


TO: 

PROF, STANLEY MILGRAM, DEPARTMENT OF PSYCHOLOGY, 
YALE UNIVERSITY, NEW HAVEN, CONN. I want to take part in 
this study of memory and learning. 1 am between the ages of 20 and 
50. I will be paid $4.00 (plus 50c carfare) if | participate. 


NAME (Pieise Print): cacned acttout Geeta yl eeaug tasting Seed 
ADDRESS 6x08 aires gave iti ee ad eae edie nares te eet tens 
TELEPHONE NGS ois osacshondess Best time to call you ....... 
AGE oy osu DC CUPA TION 595 cisine suis tie Real 8 et en SEX...... 
CAN YOU COME: 

WEEKDAYS ....... EVENINGS ...... WEEKENDS. 2.354. <0.< 
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Twenty-Fourth Problem 


But there is a painter opening blood-orange and hazy, bright red and breathing windows 
onto an ocean of empty canvas. 

But there is a mother cutting the crusts from her daughter’s sandwich. 

But there is a 3-year-old boy chasing pigeons in Forsyth Park. They explode out of his path 
in great billowing clouds, climbing up, up, out of his flailing reach before fluttering, slow as falling 
ash back to the searing pavement — there to waddle and peck after pretzel crumbs; the stick of 
spilled soda, blackened tar of discarded gum. 

But there is an American art critic in Paris, and that is enough; but yet he writes: 

What had you been thinking about 
the face studiously bloodied 
heaven blotted region 

I go on loving you like water but ... 

But a tropical cyclone is moving towards the Windward Islands; it is, just this moment, 
beginning to circulate, slowly. 

But two teenagers are rehearsing for a television taping tomorrow, their debut. As she leans 
in over their tight-clasped hands, Barbara Boylan tenses, holding her breath behind exposed, 
gleaming teeth, waiting for the inside turn; a slight warp in the record causes the pitch of the 
playback to wow almost imperceptibly. 

But, at a secret nuclear weapons laboratory in the Ural Mountains, an atomic physicist has 
written a formal memo to his supervisor cautioning that, while the whispered fears circulating so 
persistently among the facility’s junior scientists (namely, that the proposed 100MT yield could 
be so large as to incinerate the planet’s atmosphere) are clearly overstated to the point of absurdity, 


he would nevertheless strongly encourage that the total yield of the prospective bomb be halved, 


as the fallout resulting from the planned test detonation would be widespread, and that said 
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radioactive fallout would, in all probability, affect the Soviet Union, almost exclusively. Further, 
he’s written, it has occurred to him that achieving this halving by replacing the second and third 
stage U238 tampers with lead tampers, instead, would have the ancillary benefit of making 
Kuzkina mat one of the cleanest nuclear devices ever to be tested, thereby creating a minor 
propaganda opportunity for which the Kremlin could, quite possibly, prove very grateful. Reading 
this, the supervisor is inclined to agree, and so, though he feels the memo’s final remark to be 
cynical and unworthy, now takes decisive steps to implement the technical suggestions into a 
revised design. 

But, as his aching, debilitated body dusts meticulously around the 24 Volumes of the Altar 
Bible and tabernacle in the St. Vincent de Paul Church in Baltimore, MD, Fr. Phillip McGuire 
mutters triumphantly under his breath: Woe to you, Chorazin! Woe to you, Bethsaida! 

But, in Boston, MA, a policeman is sitting down to early dinner. Six days ago, angry that 
a ‘boy’ had been giving him ‘lip’, he’d beaten an unarmed motorist so severely that the man was 
hospitalized with multiple rib fractures and a ruptured spleen. Unable to pay the resulting medical 
bills, the man will be forced to sell his car. The policeman, however, his uniform, for the moment, 
discarded, bends down and scratches softly behind the ears of his basset hound, Lizzy; then he cuts 
a small piece of steak from the bone and places it carefully into the dog’s open mouth. 

But there is water sliding across your tongue, down the esophagus to your stomach. All 
this meat, these longings and words wrapped around water — the silence, the bare reality of water. 

But there are turkey vultures huddled, heads down, around a week-old deer carcass on the 
thin gravel shoulder of Hwy 10. 


But there are apples and apple trees, apple seeds. 
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But alone, in his apartment, bent forward at back, at the neck, as if straining towards the 


keys of his Olympia SM-7, someone types: Whattras-happened-te—-attheteauty2 What will 


happen to all the beauty? 
But there is sunlight and garbage and music and ... 
But these do not touch me; not here and not now. 


I am innocent. 


Twenty-Fifth Problem 


You have no other choice but to continue. 


Twenty-Sixth Problem 


You have no other choice but to continue. 


Twenty-Seventh Problem 


The raindrops, so many raindrops: 
It feels like rai-ain drops 

Falling from my eye-eyes, 

Falling from my eyes. 


Since my love has left me 

I'm so all alone; 

I would bring her back to me 

But I don't know where she's go-o-o-ne. 
I don't know where she's gone. 


There must be a cloud in my hea-ea-ea-ead; 
Rain keeps falling from my eye, eyes. 

Oh no they can't be teardrops 

For a man ain't supposed to cry. 
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Twenty-Eighth Problem 


So it must be rai-ain drops, so many raindrops; 
It feels like raindrops 

Falling from my eye, eyes, 

Falling from my eyes. 


Oh, there must be a cloud in my hea-ea-ea-ead; 
Rain keeps falling from my eye-eyes. 

Oh no they can't be teardrops 

For a man ain't supposed to cry. 


So it must be rai-ain drops, so many raindrops; 
It feels like raindrops 

Falling from my eye, eyes, 

Falling from my eyes. 

It keeps on fallin’, 

Fallin' from my eyes. 

It keeps on fallin' from my eyes. 


Twenty-Ninth Problem 


435. Forgive me. 


Final Problem 


450. 


Abstract 

This article describes a procedure for the study of destructive obedience in the laboratory. 
It consists of ordering a naive S to administer increasingly more severe punishment to a victim in 
the context of a learning experiment. Punishment is administered by means of a shock generator 
with 30 graded switches ranging from Slight Shock to Danger: Severe Shock. The victim is a 


confederate of the E. The primary dependent variable is the maximum shock the § is willing to 
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administer before he refuses to continue further. 26 Ss obeyed the experimental commands fully, 
and administered the highest shock on the generator. 14 Ss broke off the experiment at some point 
after the victim protested and refused to provide further answers. The procedure created extreme 
levels of nervous tension in some Ss. Profuse sweating, trembling, and stuttering were typical 
expressions of this emotional disturbance. One unexpected sign of tension—yet to be explained— 
was the regular occurrence of nervous laughter, which in some Ss developed into uncontrollable 
seizures. The variety of interesting behavioral dynamics observed in the experiment, the reality of 
the situation for the S, and the possibility of parametric variation within the framework of the 


procedure, point to the fruitfulness of further study. 


Notes 

Fourth Problem is an excerpt from Dwight Eisenhower’s ‘Farewell Address’, delivered on 
January 17", 1961. 

Seventh Problem is a press release issued by the Metropolitan Museum of Art on 
Valentine’s Day, 1961. 

The story excerpted in Tenth Problem appeared on May 21“, 1961 in The Philadelphia 
Inquirer, The Sunday Herald (Provo, UT), The Raleigh Register and other daily newspapers 
(emphasis in the original). 

All but two of the footnotes of Thirteenth Problem are excerpted from: 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bombing of Tokyo#B-29 raids, the Results and Operation 
Meetinghouse sections, specifically. 

The boxscore that composes’ Fifteenth Problem  was_ retrieved from: 


http://www. retrosheet.org/boxesetc/1961/B07170BAL1961.htm. 
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The television advertisement of which Nineteenth Problem is a transcript can be viewed 
at: http://www. youtube.com/watch?v=rMnW8724X7U. 

The newspaper advertisement that composes Twenty-Third Problem was retrieved from: 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Milgram_experiment. 

Twenty-Fourth Problem contains short excerpts from, in order of appearance, ‘The Tennis 
Court Oath’, by John Ashbery, The Gospel of Matthew (11:21) and ‘Letter from a Region of My 
Mind’, by James Baldwin. 

Raindrops, written and performed by Dee Clark, was released in April, 1961. It peaked at 
number 2 on the Billboard Top 100 and was ranked as the 9" most popular song of the year. 

Abstract is the abstract of ‘Behavioral Study of Obedience’, written by Dr. Stanley 
Milgram, and published in The Journal of Abnormal and Social Psychology, Volume 67(4) in 


1963.] 
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